* The First Campaign *
immediately in great straits, particularly as the water-
supply was inadequate. Ophla, Yazathingyan's younger
son, who was serving under him as Captain of the
Guard, wanted to deliver an assault at once, but Yaza-
thingyan by waiting a week gained a bloodless victory,
for the Duke surrendered. In short, it was a very neat
piece of work from first to last.

As Yazathingyan entered Martaban city in triumph
at the head of his elephants, he found it difficult to real-
ise that only three months before he had been sitting in
Dalla writing a text-book, stuck in a little house and
trying to kill time. This was real life again. What a
magnificent procession it was, his elephants curling
their trunks, noble beasts; his cavalry prancing, his ar-
moured footmen; and that music, how it mounted up,
exultant and gay! He remembered the way Queen
Shinshwe used to boast of Angkor, but, by the Holy
Foot Print, this was as fine a cavalcade as ever depicted
on the walls of King Suryavarman.

The Duke's surrender did not save him. His fief was
abolished, the administration being placed under a
Burmese mandarin. He himself, wives, children, ele-
phants, countless dancing girls, innumerable concu-
bines, were carried back prisoners to the river in April
and embarked for the capital.

The victorious army made its slow way home upstream
and in due course reached Minbu, the base from which
Tharepyissapate had been instructed to operate against
the hillmen. As they put into the road, it was evident
that something untoward had happened, for instead of
an orderly camp, boats plying, an army ba2aar, they
saw that Minbu town had been burnt to the ground.
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